Withheld but not remote,

Where wave breaks slowly
Till all the beach is green,
Where the great lords are seen
Who fought and loved a Queen,
Armed, amorous, and holy*

Easy to put life by

When friend and foe were nigh;

Easy for them to die

Armed and elated!
And well they died in sooth,
Who found in fighting truth,
Before old age had youth

Repudiated.

Theirs was the exultant age,
Theirs the ecstatic rage;
And the embellished page

Enshrined the slaying.
For, as old bards averred,
The song goes with the sword,
O wing that wiit'st the Word,

Write down this saying:

Love life and use it well:
That is the tale they tell,
Who broke it like a shell,
And won great glory.
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